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shortcoming, and plead for more letters. I am eager to know how you find Dvorak, whether New York keys you up or spiritually ham-strings you, whether the fair, the chaste, the inexpressive She has throbbed out of the circumambient nebula; what you and the Muse find to talk about under the sheets, now you are decently married — of all of which and much more I demand an immediate and circumstantial report.
For my own part I have been having a highly exciting time. I have two classes — one of forty, the other of twenty — nearly two-thirds of whom are girls. Picture my felicity when I inform you that far from the frowsy, bedraggled, anemic, simpering creatures I anticipated, half of them at least are stars. I regret that popular usage should have dechromatized the term, for I mean stars of the most authentic stellarity and the most convincing twinkle. Lecturing before them is like a singing progress from Bootes to the Lyre, with wayfaring worlds to lift the chorus. At the beginning I made an honest man's effort to talk about the qualities of style and the methods of description, but I am a weak vessel. Now I drool blissfully about God in his world, with occasional wadings into spumy Styx and excursions into the
33essy-sur-Vire we were awakened before dawn one morning by the bugles of a regiment passing up one of the narrow streets — a valorous music strangely impressive in that darkness and silence. Moody has commemorated it in the speech of the Third Youth in Act iv of the "Masque of Judgment":
